My mask by Safford, Linda
Eastern Washington University 
EWU Digital Commons 
Life During COVID: Preserving Personal 
Pandemic Stories 





Follow this and additional works at: https://dc.ewu.edu/covid 
Name for posting: Linda L Safford 
Major and expected graduation: Creative Writing MFA 
Additional information:  
Your experience during COVID-19:  
My mask. I am someone who fully supports masking and vaxxing. No politics here, just for me. I wear my 
mask in public because I care about rules and I care about other people. But evidently I also care about 
appearances, because for the entire first year of the pandemic, I had one mask. One. It was cut from 
lightweight T-shirt fabric. Black. It went in my purse, in my pocket, in my car. But it never went in the 
wash. Eh – I think I rinsed it out in the kitchen sink a couple of times because it stunk. But dammit, I 
wore it everywhere I was supposed to. 
I think I’ve lost it now. As we started to open up, after I got the vax, I stopped taking it everywhere with 
me. And I lost it. Then when shit got worse, and we had to wear masks again at work, at school, and 
even at the grocery store, I started wearing the disposable, blue, three-layered, surgically-approved 
ones. The look like I care and I’m really trying. I have a couple in my purse and a couple in my car. And I 
still keep wearing the same ones. You didn’t want to know that, did you? 
I miss my black T-shirt fabric mask. I’m really sorry that I lost it. I wanted to keep it, as an artifact or 
souvenir of all that we have been through together. There’s a saying I like about souvenirs: they’re proof 
that it really happened. Maybe I put it away somewhere, in a safe place, and one day I’ll open a drawer 
or a box and find it again. I hope so. I hope when I find it, that we are safe again. 
My dogs occasionally wear muzzles. Not because they bite, but because they experience anxiety, and 
the muzzle is for their safety. I call their muzzles “masks.” 
 
 
